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Jubilee Year Starts 
With Impressive Poem 





The big room was dark and hushed. There were 
fifty or more people there, waiting. Each had a Rosary 
ready. And most everyone was kneeling. 

At a signal a young man got noisily up from the 
back of the room, and moved forward, lighting a match 
with a trick of his fingers. By its flickering flame one saw 
a sort of altar in the front of the room — a table with a 
statue of Our Lady on it, and, in front of the statue, five 


candles. 

The boy lighted a candle 
and knelt again. And a girl 
sitting at a table flipped the 
glare of a flashlight on a 
paper lying flat on the wood. 
She read: 

25 Years In 1955 

“This is a Rosary of mem- 
ories. This is a song of love, 
of light, of joy, sung by the 
Holy Spirit in a soul from 
whose clear depths the echo 
would resound for all the 
world to hear — and men 
would lift their hearts unto 
{ts message and be glad.” 

It was October 15th when 
this took place, the twenty- 
fourth anniversary of the 
founding of Friendship 
House in Toronto. The Ros- 
ary of memories was hastily 
arranged to commemorate 
the day, and to honor the 
foundress — “the soul” re- 
ferred to. We present it here 
that it may start the “Jub- 
ilee Year” celebrations. 

It was a most impressive 
ceremony, with a decade of 
the Joyful Mysteries being 
said, by all those kneeling in 
, the dark, between the read- 

ings of the script. Mary 
Ruth, a Staff Worker in 
Madonna House, wrote the 
words. Dot Phillips, the 
assistant director, read them 
in the glow of the flash- 
light. 

The First Decade 

“As in the Annunciation,” 
she began, after the first 
candle had been lit— 

“The embryo of this idea had 

No angel’s heralding. Within the 

soul, 

God’s grace o’ershadowing, had 

sown a seed 

And that soul’s “Fiat” gave it 

life to throb, 

To pulsate in its depths, and wait 

for birth.” 

After the decade had been 
finished, a second candle 
was lighted. When the read- 
ing was done five candles 
burned before Our Lady — 
and by this light one could 
see tears glimmering every- 
where. 

As In the Visitation: 
“As Mary, pregnant with 
Infant Christ, 
Passed o’er the hills to seek 
Elizabeth, 

The soul began a journey of 

travail 

To seek the counsel of Anointed 

Ones. 

But as the raven issuing from 

the ark 

Found only angry waters o’er 

the earth, 

No fitting resting place appear- 

ed for her 

To go into her labor to bring 

forth. 


the 





The Holy Spirit’s Fruit into the 


Ou vr Lady sae 
Refuge 
of Simners. 


As At The Nativity: 

“With painful beat the 
moved along 

Unto that moment, from 
eternity 

Ordained to see in living flesh 
arise 

The offspring of the Holy 
Spirit’s Love 

And mortal “Fiat’’ 
His Grace. 

No angel chorus filled the mid- 
night sky; 

No Heavens lit in joyous 
ecstasy; 

But stars of Grace arose in 
every heart; 

And Hope danced through the 
dark on silvered wings. 
As In The Presentation: 

“Unto the Temple of the market 
place, 

With doves of service to her 
fellow men, 

The soul came to be cleansed, 
to bring the child 

To place upon the altar, and 


In joys and sorrows to be puri- 
fied. 


hours 


wedded in 


And hoary priests who long had 


waited for 

This child of Grace received it 
in their arms; 

“At last the Lay Apostolate! 
Dismiss us, Lord; 

We've lived to see this hour of 
Thy Love.” 


As At The Finding: 
“In Grace and Wisdom of the 
Holy Ghost, 





The child waxed strong; and 
years poured forth their grace. 

Midst joys, midst trials, and in 
suffering, 

It showed unto a darkened world 
God’s Face. 

As Mary journeyed to Jerus- 
alem 

According to the custom and the 
law, 

The soul was called to meetings 
held in Rome 

And saw God’s Will in journey- 
ing to the seat 

Of Christendom to meet and 
talk with leaders — that was 
all! 

So, simply, plans were laid. She 
little knew 

What they would hold. She only 
knew her child— 

Her child of Grace born of the 

Holy Ghost— 

Would profit from this journey. 
Of herself 

She little thought, 
sought to claim 

An audience with him we know 
by faith 

To be the Vicar of Our Lord 
on earth. 

But the Holy Spirit whose 
fecundity 

Found living flesh through her 
embrace of love, and her 

Surrender of her will, had laid 
His plans; 

And closer drew the moment He 
had willed 

For all eternity to crown her 
work. 

Sometimes we are so helpless 
to convey 

The thoughts that words seem 
only to profane 

We grope to find a way. But 
more we see— 

Our helplessness in efforts to 
succeed. 

That hour grew in its intensity. 
The soul 

Grew weak in its suspense ’til 
opening door 

Proclaimed the 
standing there 

And coming unto her with arms 
outstretched! 

All doubts. all cares of spirit 
quickly fled. 

The years became like seconds, 
and their weight 

Like feathers, as they flashed 
before her now, 

Envelopped in the peace his pres- 
ence brought, 

Which warmed the heart. She 
looked into his eyes. 

Yes, he the Father of all Christ- 
endom, was there 

With arms outstretched ‘in bless- 
ing for her child. 


or even 


Holy Father 


“I bless through you, all 
who belong to you, all who 
work in your apostolate 
everywhere, also all who 
ever did work in it, and all 
who ever shall, all those who 
help it and especially those 
who help the Negroes in 
America.” 


“O let us leave in silence what 
we know 

Can never 
mortal pen. 

She’d found her child — its 
place within the Church! 

And more we need not say. We 
leave it there, © 

To rest within His Heart. And, 
looking up, 

We pass into the future un- 
afraid!” 


be expressed by 





Maryhouse 


Progresses 


With Help Of Angels 


By Mamie Legris 


Louie and Bert — a volunteer who spent two months 
with us — got the septic tank and the soil-pipe buried 
before real winter weather set in and the ground began to 
freeze. Then they spent many days digging a well in the 


basement. 


Very optimistically I purchased pipes and fittings 
for the indoor plumbing — at least enough for a start and 
I hoped that by the time we needed the bathroom fixtures, 
there would be sufficient money to pay for them. 


Calling All Plumbers 

I’m not going to tell you 
how many hours we have 
spent trying to get volunteer 
plumbers. So far, we have 
had no luck. So we're still 
praying and hoping — and 
if we have to do without 
running water and the other 
conveniences it provides, we 
are willing to do so. 

Next we renovated and re- 
painted our kitchen and 
dining room. At this point, 
tired of trying to get a vol- 
unteer, I got reckless and 
hired a carpenter to build 
our kitchen cupboards. He 
did a beautiful job with 
large sheets of thick ply- 
wood, which the boys after- 
wards sanded and varnished. 

You would like our cozy, 
yellow kitchen with varnish- 
ed cupboards and a folding 
work table. While Nick, our 
carpenter, was available, he 
built two cupboards for our 
library; one for children’s 
games, and one for records 
and religious pamphlets. 

On December 12, the feast 
of Our Lady of Guadalupe, 
the patroness of Maryhouse, 
we held ‘open house.” We 
were happy to meet the 
parishioners, and other 
people of Whitehorse, to 
show them our library, hos- 
tels, and living quarters; and 
to answer the many ques- 
tions we were asked about 
our work. In the evening, 
our dear bishop gave Bene- 
diction of the Blessed Sacra- 
ment in Maryhouse Chapel 
and thus ended our first half 
year in the Yukon. 

Only One of Its Kind 

Now, at last, we had a 
semblance of order in our 
house and were able to de- 
vote more time to outside 
interests. There was the 
monthly story hour, and 
games to organize for the 
children. The library is fast 
becoming a popular place. 
It is open for the children 
and adults at certain hours 
during the day and for 
adults at night. Although 
we have over five. hundred 
books, it is a small amount 
when you consider the de- 
mand for good reading ma- 
terial in the only Free Ca- 
tholic Lending Library in 
the Yukon Territory. 

We have time to make 
more regular visits to the 
homes and the _ hospital. 
Gradually we are getting to 
know the Indian families 
and their needs. We have 
more time to devote to the 
young people who spend a 








while in the hostel and later 
get jobs in town. Even now, 
Maryhouse is the happy 
rendezvous for many of 
these people. Life is never 
dull. 

Just recently we had as 
our guest an old lady who 
had spent the past fifty years 
in the Yukon. She was on 
her way to southern British 
Columbia where she intend- 
ed to spend the remaining 
years of her life. She was 
eighty-five and not well 
enough to take care of her- 
self at a hotel so her pastor 
asked us to put her up, ar- 
range for her plane ticket, 
and take her to the airport. 

Fifty Wondrous Years 

She spent most of the time 
in bed but was able to get 
up for her meals. You should 
have seen her blue eyes 
sparkle as she told us about 
her sourdough bread, her 
dog team, her trap-line, her 
hunting expeditions, her 
salting of moose meat for 
summer, and her getting 
supplies in twice a year. 

You could see she loved 
the life of the Yukon. I am 
sure she enjoyed every day 
of the fifty years. She must 
have been lonely leaving the 
country that was home to 
her for so long. But she did- 
n’t show it. She was a typical 
example of the courage and 
spirit of the North. 

One of the missionaries 
from an outlying mission 
visited us last week. He and 
his assistant had just com- 
pleted the building of a new 
church and living quarters. 
I asked him if he needed 
towels, dishes, or cooking 
utensils, which were all we 
had to offer. He replied that 
he would be very glad to get 
some. So I packed a box for 
him. When he came to get 
it he noticed a glass butter 
dish on the top. He picked 
it up and smilingly said, “I’m 
so glad to have one with a 
cover. Now I’ll be: able to 
keep the flies and mice out 
of the butter.” Some kind 
soul had given us what we 
had given Father, and I 
know a remembrance in a 
missionary’s prayers will be 
his thanks. 

Angels All Around 

Speaking of kindness re- 
minds me of an experience 
I had about a month ago. 
Louie took “Mickey,” our 
pick-up, to the garage to be 
winterized. When he return- 
ed he handed me gq bill for 
about eight dollars — but 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Depths and heights . . . these should be the 
theme of meditations for Christians through the 
crucial year of grace that is facing us. For the tragedy 
of Christianity today is its shallowness, its super- 
ficiality, its lukewarmness, and its mediocrity. 

True, all Christian Churches and peoples in 
the West feel a stirring within their gates. Attendance 
at Church Services is better. Books with religious 
themes have become best sellers. Bewildered and 
frightened men begin to turn their faces and hearts 
to God. : 
But centuries of divorce — divorce of daily 
life, of the life in the market place, from the tenets 
of Christianity... . and centuries of governments 
and peoples’ rendering but lip service to God and 
His commandments and banning Christ from all, or 
most, of the national and international discussions 
and conferences have left deep wounds in souls and 
minds. 
And the depths and the heights of the Way to 
the Father are not only frightening and strange, but 
factually lost and no longer known. 

‘Men do not see them at all. And they must be 
shown. For these are apocalyptic times, times that in 
themselves are deep — with depths that even the 
most unfeeling sense — times that have heights 
even the blind can glimpse. 

Here and there, men plumb those depths, scale 
those heights. Stories of them slowly are coming to 
light, from the darkness that reigns behind the iron 
c 


From the bloody sea that washes, and will 
forever wash, the shores of men’s minds littered with 
the rubbish left by the Nazis, Fascists and Communists, 
there emerge giants of faith, martyrs to it, who re- 
discover for us the old forgotten paths to God, in all 
their beauty! : 

If only we would understand the light they 
shed! If only we would follow where it leads! 

This is the acceptable time of integration. For 
only by integrating OUR FAITH INTO DAILY LIFE, 
WHEREVER THAT DAILY LIFE TAKES US, will 
we reach the depths that each man must reach 
before he starts on the journey upward to the heights 
... the green hills of the Lord! 

These are depths that will empty one of self, 
of greed, and of reverence for those twentieth century 
idols that are worshipped today and discarded to- 
morrow. ze 
These depths will purify faith .. . make man 
clean and whole .. . bring him “together” — soul, 
mind and body — the trinity of man that has been 
so scattered through the past centuries, and that 
must. be reunited within man himself. 

Then, and only then, can he begin to scale 
God’s heights. He will learn, on the way, the secret 
of the tranquility of God’s perfect and immense order. 
And he will bring himself back into that order, restor- 
ing — each through himself — order to nations, and 
to the world. 

Only thus, painstakingly, slowly, thoroughly, 
will we find the answers to the baffling and endless 
questions that occupy our minds these days. And 
only then will we be able to make these decisions 
rightly. 

. ‘Depths and heights . . . to be plumbed and 
scaled. Deepening of Faith. Integration of it into 
daily life. Restoration of oneself, and hence the world, 
to Christ. From top down — and bottom up. Person- 
ally. Collectively. Nationally. Internationally. These 
and these alone are the answers to our vast problems. 

THE WEAPONS OF THE SPIRIT... MUST 
BE BROUGHT FORTH . .. MUST BE REPOLISHED 
AND SHARPENED ... MUST BE MADE READY 
FOR THE COSMIC FIGHT AHEAD ... MILITARY 
AND OTHER PREPAREDNESSES ARE URGENT TO- 
DAY BECAUSE YESTERDAY WE ALLOWED THE 
WEAPONS OF THE SPIRIT TO GO TO RUST. 

WE WERE CONTENT WITH SHALLOWNESS 
OF FAITH .. . LIP SERVICE TO GOD. THIS MUST 
CHANGE RADICALLY ... FOR ONLY THE DEPTHS 
OF THE SPIRIT WILL CONQUER THE DEGRAD- 
ING DEPTHS OF HELL FROM WHENCE COME 
TO US BRAINWASHING AND SUCH. AND ONLY 
GOD’S HEIGHTS . . . TRANSLATED INTO MEN’S 
HEARTS . .. WILL PREVENT SATAN FROM RUL- 
ING THE WORLD. 

NOW IS THE ACCEPTABLE TIME.. 





| FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 





She was one of the love- 
liest creatures a man ever 
saw or imagined. So it is not 
surprising that at first I 
thought she was one of the 
Madonna House Staff Work- 
ers. But she wasn’t old 
enough to be a Staff Worker; 
and, besides, she was a saint 
in heaven, not on earth. 

“Look,” she said, introduc- 
ing herself, “I’m Catherine 
of Alexandria!” 

An Angelic Saint! 

She tilted her halo back a 
little so it wouldn’t blind me, 
and laughed like an amused 
angel. 

“This modern English!,” 
she said. “One pokes about 
in it like a — like a poor man 
in a junk yard seeking some- 
thing old and reliable which 
he can use for his purposes. 
When you say ‘Look,’ you 
don’t mean ‘Look’ at all. You 
mean ‘Listen!’ If only I could 
speak Greek to you! Then I 
would know just how to ask 
for a retraction.” 

“All editors,” I said—when 
I was able to speak — “make 
retractions when they have 
printed something libelous 
or untrue. But I have never 
written anything bad about 
you.” 

“You have never written 
anything about me,” she 
said. “But now you _ will, 
won’t you? Just half a col- 
umn or so. Enough for other 
editors to reprint. I want it 
mentioned in all the Catholic 
papers of the world.” 

“You want me to print a 
retraction and then, maybe 
in italics, add ‘papers in New 
Punxatunxet,, and Crawly 
Junction please copy’ — like 
we used to do in Chicago for 
some obits?” 

Is She Gorgeous! 

“You write it,” She Said 
confidentially, ‘and I’ll get 
it reprinted.” 

“And what’s the peeve?” 
I asked. “I mean the gripe, 
the rub, the squawk, the 
shrill lament. What’s biting 
you, St. Catherine? I thought 
such profound philosophers 
as you were beyond com- 
plaints.” 

She did speak Greek then. 
At least one word of Greek. 

“Eureka!” she said. “You 
have voiced my complaint 
most adequately. Or, in your 
modern English, you have 
uttered a mouth full. One 
speaks all languages in heav- 
en, you see. Even yours. 
Everybody has called me a 
profound philosopher. For 
hundreds and hundreds of 
years I have suffered this 
silently, moaning only to 
myself. But now it is time 
the error was retracted.” 

hs) A gel 

But her voice was so darn 
sweet I couldn’t interrupt 
her. And her whole attitude 
was so earnest and fiery — 
and, and, and — Gosh, I love 
that kid! Gee, she did things 
to me! Boy, she massacred 
me! 

Is She Scrumptious! 

“I was not clever at all,” 
she went on. “But I loved 
much, and so I was interest- 
ed in knowing all I could 
know about my Lover, my 
divine Jesus. He taught me 
philosophy. He taught me 
Himself. When I spoke to 
those pagan philosophers 
you read about, and con- 
founded them, put them to 
shame, and made some of 
them become Christians, it 
was really not I at all who 
spoke to them. It was Jesus, 

g through me. All 


knowledge that does not 
lead to the intimate knowl- 
edge of God is bitter and 











barren; but, heaven is my 
witness, I am known on 











earth as a profound thinker! 
I was almost made a doctor 
of the Church! 

“T am a virgin and martyr. 
I am a most ardent lover 
of God. But to most Catho- 
lics today I am what you 
would call a big dome, a 
high brow, a blue stocking, 
an intellectual. 

“Please do something a- 
bout this. I was just a pretty 
girl. I was even a beautiful 
girl. I was only sixteen years 
old when I died for love. 
What sort of philosophy do 
you expect from a sixteen 
year old girl — especially 
one wrapped up, and rapt, 
in her Lover? 

Brother, Such Eyes! 

“IT should be an example 
to all the teenage girls in 
the Catholic world. Teen- 
agers! Ugh! What an ex- 
pression! I should be invok- 
ed especially by all the 
Catherines. Your wife, Mr. 
Editor, has invoked me often. 
I have been looking after 
her ever since she was born; 
and you might say I was 
the midwife in the birth of 
her apostolates, both in 
Canada and the country 
next door. And of course you 
know I look after all the 
girls in her charge. I look 
after them and I love them. 

“The point is that I should 
be an inspiration to young 
people all over the world; 
but they think of me as some 
dreadful sort of bore. They 
don’t see the fire in me, the 
passion, the tremendous 
love. Please make them see 
that as a philosopher I am 
nothing to remember; but 
that as a lover of God, and 
a help to other lovers of God, 
I am one who should never 
be forgotten. That is the re- 
traction I beg of you.” 

“Love God,” I couldn’t 
help saying, “and make a 
simp of Solomon and all the 
other wise guys of the 
earth!” 

And Boy, What Dimples! 

I gave St. Catherine the 
high sign. “O.K.,” I said. 
“Natch! That means ‘you 
bet.’ That means ‘sure as 
shooting. That means 
‘you’re doggone  tooting.’ 
That means, ‘sure I’ll print 
the piece for you.’ And be 
sure to come again. Even if 
you were just a plain dumb 
Dora — I mean even if you 
were dumber than you real- 
ly were — I mean —” 

I quit trying. After all she 
was only sweet sixteen, and 
she was ecstatically in love. 
And what did it matter if 
she were wise enough to be 
dumb, or dumb enough to 
be wise? — so long as she 
loved God, Who is, of course, 
All Wisdom! Cancel the phil- 
osopher. , 

Papers in South Eglington 
and suburbs, etc. . . . Wow, 
what a dame! What a lusci- 
ous dish! A philosopher? God 
save us, what a horrible word 
to use about such a fair 
young martyr! 

Papers in West Burping- 
well and environs .. . here- 
after, in references to Cath- 
erine of Alexandria, omit 
all mention of philosophy 
or cold science. Stress youth 
and love and ardor and great 
courage and exquisite beau- 


ty. 

(Note to editors. She is a 
pippin! She is a lulu! She 
is a razmataz! She is a 
heart’s delight! She is a 
darling! She’s something out 
of this world! I hope she 
comes back to it as often as 
she can. And I hope she 
visits you too.) 





The B’s Corner 


Now I wonder if I should 
write about February in 
January! Yet why not? For 
FEBRUARY IS PRESS 
MONTH, CATHOLIC PRESS 
MONTH, and I can’t see why 
I should not speak of it in 
January. Surely there is 
enough to be said about THE 
CATHOLIC PRESS to fill 
many columns, both Janu- 
ary’s and February’s. So here 
I am writing what belongs 
to one month in another. I 
hope no one minds, for truly 
the ‘written word” is, alas! 
not written enough about. 

The Devil You Say! 

Never was there such a 
need for Truth in _ print. 
Never was there a time where 
there is so little of it! It 
seems as if the devil has de- 
cided really to take control 
of writing and publishing. 
And it is to be acknowledged 
that indeed he is clever. He 
goes about it in an orderly 
methodical way, pulling wool 
over everybody’s eyes, layers 
of it, cunningly arranged 
and fitted like glasses are 
wont to be. 

Take ordinary filth. Now 
there is a good primary weap- 
on to use in print. The first 
and most crude layer of wool 
to be pulled over men’s eyes! 
It appeals to their animal 
nature. It disturbs them. It 
changes the orbit of their 
vision — draws it from the 
spirit of things, from gazing 
upwards—or into the depths 
of their souls where God 
dwells — and concentrates 
it on the muck and filth of 
the gutter, over which that 
prince of illusion sprinkles 
the dust of false glamor and 
shoddy adventure that pass- 
es for the real stuff, especial- 
ly with the ignorant, the 
young, and the weak. Yet, 
if kept up long enough, this 
will affect even the strong. 

Just A Beginning 

But that is only the first 
layer of ‘wool over the eyes,” 
the first move in that psych- 
ological warfare, in which 
Satan has been engaged 
since time immemorial. It is 
just the first “softening” of 
the opponent or victim. 


Then comes the next “lay- 
er,” the next assault, deeper, 
more dangerous, more subtle. 
The layer of half truths... 
of lip service to familiar 
ideals while undermining 
their very essence. Slower is 
this attack. Less blatant. 
Less obvious — clothed as it 
is in the language of pseudo 
science, or even science itself. 
It is meant to attack the in- 
tellect . . . to becloud reas- 
oning .. . to befog truth by 
cutting it in halves and 
quarters, and then seasoning 
it, or clothing it, in such a 
way that it appears the full 
truth.. 

Next the written or print- 
ed word is used for the dis- 
semination of lies. Lies so 
immense, so powerful, so well 
worded, and so often repeat- 
ed that the mind and soul 
of men — prepared by the 
previous techniques—absorb 
the last dose of venom and 
die spiritually and mental- 
ly, leaving the earth popu- 
lated with the living dead. 


What weapons have we, 
the children of light, the 
heirs to the Fullness of 
Truth, to fight the tactics of 
Satan? What antidote can 
we, must we, apply constant- 
ly and unwaveringly against 
that killing venom? How 
blow away the glamorous 
dust of illusions from the 
gutter? 

Choose Your Weapons 

Many are the arms ayvail- 














able. Prayer for one. And the 
(Continued on Page Three) 
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Christmas is over, with its 
spiritual and human joys. 
Once more we saw the eyes 
of children reflecting those 
of God. Once more we had 
the strange all-filling glad- 
ness of bringing happiness 
to many through the gen- 
erosity of many. 

Well we know we are but 
the hands of your generous 
hearts! 

The old year died, or went 
to sleep It went wherever 
years have to go. There was 
a deep joy and sadness in 
watching it go. It had been 
Our Lady’s Year. Blessed be- 
yond imagining. Filled with 
her, the Cause of Our Joy! 
All of us wished every year 
were hers. Yet what can stop 
us from making it so within 
the depths of our hearts? 

Thinking thus, we ushered 
the New Year in with a Holy 
Hour in our Chapel. For 
through Mary it is easy to 
find Her Son. 

The Quiet Irish! 

Now Combermere enters 
into its “quiet time.” Which 
reminds me of a movie with 
the title “THE QUIET MAN,” 
which a good priest invited 
us to see a few months ago. 
Innocent me! I thought it 
would be a film of some quiet 
Trappist or Carthusian. Was 
I surprised! It proved to be 
the story of a most UN- 
QUIET IRISHMAN. I ought 
to have known better. 

Madonna House and its 
supposedly quiet time is like 
that film title — apt to be 
misleading. 

Anyhow, January ushers 
in our BIG TRAINING 
COURSE for Staff Workers, 
Seniors, Juniors, and Appli- 
cants. All a _— 

oups belonging to the in- 
pa circle of the Madonna 
House Apostolate will be 
training for the next four 
months in the academic 


sides of the apostolate — for 


By Catherine Doherty 


RMERE 








long is the training of a Lay 
Apostle of the market place. 
All of five years. Priests and 

ualified laymen will teach 
the course. The work, which 
must go on — for ours is an 
on-the-job-training — will be 
somewhat moderated. 

The Quiet Country! 

But then emergencies will 
always be with us. Recently 
one of our nurses had a de- 
livery call, another a sick 
call. Someone had to be 
taken to the hospital. Fran- 
coise returned from Mani- 
toba from a series of lectures. 
And — well, something excit- 
ing kept us busy constantly. 

You see what I mean, by 
“quiet times’? 

A young person comes to 
Madonna House, called by 
God to our vocation. He or 
she spends between three 
and five years training here; 
then perhaps, departs for 
other fields. In time, they 
may work in all these fields. 
Thus they acquire profic- 
iency and efficiency, and a 
body of knowledge that can- 
not be acquired any other 
way. 

All is based on the weap- 
ons of the spirit, and the 
practice of the counsels of 
perfection — Poverty, Chas- 
tity, and Obedience — firmly 
planted by stability prayer 
life, and growth in the im- 
mense love of God and neigh- 
bor. What a glorious voca- 
tion! To be the eyes, ears, 
and feet of the priests under 
the paternal and loving eyes 
of the Hierarchy .. . part of 
their holy apostolate. A 
humble, but oh how needed 
part! 

Yes, January will usher in 
“our quiet times” or prepar- 
ation, of learning to know 
and love God better, and of 
learning all the best tech- 
niques so we may do our 
work better and better. 

Pray for us during this 
time, dear friends. Please do. 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 
LIVING OF THE TRUTH 
WE BELIEVE IN. But then 
that is not enough. For in 
fighting Satan we truly must 
be as wise as serpents and as 
simple as doves. We must 
meet him and his lies, where- 
ever he may be, with the 
fullness of truth. In our 
century, which floods the 
world with empty words 
through every medium 
known to man, we must 
bring THE WORD MADE 
FLESH AND HIS FULLNESS 
into these mediums. Especi- 
ally through the Press. 

That is why the CATHO- 
LIC PRESS is so important, 
or should be to CATHOLICS. 
That is why they should 
support it, spread it, use it 
in the market place, pass it 
along everywhere they go. 
That is why they should 
sacrifice much to buy it, sub- 
scribe to it, read it and know 
it. TRUTH for the having, 
TRUTH FOR THE GIVING, 
is theirs in our CATHOLIC 
MAGAZINES .. . PAPERS 
... PAMPHLETS. 

TWENTY-FIVE MILLION 
CATHOLICS ON THE 
NORTH AMERICAN CON- 
TINENT SUPPORTING THE 
CATHOLIC PRESS would 
squeeze out the lying legions 
of Satan in the printed or 
written word ... within a 
decade. But do they? The 
answer is a resounding and 
tragic NO. 

A Tragic NO! 

How tragic that NO is our 
own generation, perhaps, 
will find out to its sorrow. 








Nor is there any use in say- 
ing that Catholic books, 
Catholic journalism, in fact 
all Catholic writing is old- 
fashioned .. . unsuited for 
the men and women of our 
fast century . . . badly writ- 
ten, badly edited . . . sancti- 
monious. .. pietistic .. . sen- 
timental .. . not coming to 
grips with reality. 

That is not true. The 
proof may easily be found 
by any Catholic who takes 
the trouble to READ WHAT 
CATHOLIC PUBLISHERS, 
EDITORS, AND WRITERS 
PUT OUT TODAY. 

There are magazines, news- 
papers, and books in the 
Catholic field that give con- 
stant answers to all the vivid, 
important, vital questions of 
the day. How many read 
them? 

If more people read them, 
more would be _ published. 
AND GOD’S TRUTH WITH 
ITS FLAMING SWORD OF 
LIGHT WOULD REVEAL 
ALL THE DECEITS AND 
LYING WAYS OF SATAN 
IN SHORT ORDER. 

TODAY, TRULY, THE 
CATHOLIC WRITITEN 
WORD IS FAST BECOMING 
WHAT IT SHOULD BE — 
ALL THINGS TO ALL MEN 
... TO BRING ALL MEN 
TO GOD. IT IS UP TO CA- 
THOLICS TO SEE THAT 
WHAT IS WRITTEN 
REACHES WHERE IT IS 
MOST NEEDED. 

SUBSCRIBE TO RESTOR- 
ATION ... ONE DOLLAR 
A YEAR... TWELVE COP- 
IES A YEAR. MADONNA 
HOUSE, COMBERMERE, 
ONT., CANADA. 





MARYHOUSE PROGRESSES 





(Continued from Page One) 
it was marked “paid” and I 
knew we hadn’t paid. 

Around that time our 
bank account was dwindling 
rapidly. Lots of ideas went 
through my head — and I 
was tempted not to mention 
the “error.” 

But one day I took the 
bill, went to the garage and 
explained to the book-keeper 
that I hadn’t paid for the 
servicing of the truck. She 
insisted that the bill was 
paid. She said a fair-haired 
woman had seen the ‘“Mary- 
house” truck in the garage 
and came in and paid the 
bill. 

That suited me fine. Then 
I told her I wished to pay 
our gas bill for the month. 
Imagine my surprise when 
I was told that the same 
anonymous fair-haired wom- 
an had taken care of that 
too. So you see it is still the 
little things that count. 

As a New Year is born, it 
might be well for us to re- 
flect a bit on that thought 
and to realize that the more 
we do for others the happier 
our New Year will be. 


STTIMOTHYs 
ST PAUL 


“ 





Holy 
Canadian Martyrs. 





Our pastor, Father A. P. 
Dwyer, has a great devotion 
to the Jesuit Canadian Mar- 
tyrs. 

High on the hill behind 
the parish church, he built, 
several years ago, a small 
chapel to honor these saintly 
pioneers. 

Each year, in September, 
he brings priest speakers 
from different parts of Can- 
ada to conduct a three-day 
period of services in prepar- 
ation for their feast. 

There is also a_ legend 
extant that at one time St. 
Jean Brebeuf actually can- 
oed up the Madawaska river 
and preached to the Algon- 
quin Indians near the site of 
the present church. 

Some months ago Father 
Dwyer petitioned His Excel- 
lency, Bishop W. J. Smith, 
of Pembroke, to obtain per- 
mission from Rome to give 
our Church the title of “The 
Holy Canadian Martyrs.” 

Bishop Smith communicat- 
ed with the Congregation of 
Rites in Rome, and_ they 
replied affirmatively. The 
name, “The Church of the 
Holy Canadian Martyrs” 
may now be used as a Co- 
title with that of “Sacred 
Heart Church” in Comber- 
mere. 

So, the new and “every- 
day” title of our church, 
“Holy Canadian Martyrs,” 
will render honor and glory 
to the saintly Jesuits—whose 
Order was entrusted with 
the propagation of devotion 
to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 


An Open Letter To Our 
Christmas Donors - Magi 


By Mary Ruth 


Have you ever tried to speak from a heart too full 
for words? Then you can appreciate how we feel when 
we try to express our gratitude for your wonderful res- 
ponse to our appeal for clothing and gifts for our poor. 


at Christmas! 


As we unpacked your parcels, piling the toys here, 
the candy there, and the clothing in another place, we 


could see much more than 


the articles themselves. We 


could see hours of planning, real sacrifice of time and 
energy, and cooperation among groups who made up 
parcels together. Everything spoke to us of a warm charity, 
great care, and loving thought. 


Would you like me to tell 
you a little of what our medi- 
tations were, as we cut 
strings and piled up brown 
wrapping paper? We medi- 
tated upon you and your 
love. Your gifts have been 
thrice blessed. They have 
blessed the poor at Christ- 
mas, materially; and warm- 
ed their hearts with your 
charity. They have blessed 
you — the givers. And they 
have blessed us too — who 
are but the messengers of 
your charity. 

In Lauds, for the Feast of 
the Epiphany we read: 

“This Star shineth as a 
flame and pointeth out God 
the King of Kings: The Magi 
saw it and offered gifts to 
the Great King.” 

God manifested Himself to 
the shepherds by angels, but 
He manifested Himself to the 
Magi by a star. Grace made 
them understand its mean- 
ing. And so great was their 
desire to see and worship the 
Messias that they did not 
shrink from any difficulty 
involved in following the 


Star. 

Before Christmas, from 
our clothing room, we sent 
out the star of our appeal. 
We prayed that the tiny 
light would “shine” in your 
hearts and speak to them of 
the Christ Child waiting in 
“the stable” of our clothing 
center. 

Like the Magi, you left your 
own busy Christmas prepar- 
ations. You did not shrink 
from the dangers and diffi- 
culties of the collecting and 
wrapping, the customs dec- 
larations, the transportation, 
etc. Daily from all over Can- 
ada and the United States, 
your gifts said to us: “We 
have seen His Star... and 
have come to worship Him.” 

We thank you sincerely, 
and we pray that, even as 
the Magi, you will be especi- 
ally blessed. 

We wished that, like the 
other Magi, you could have 
come to see the radiant joy 
upon the faces of our little 
ones as they received your 
gifts! Maybe you can come 
next year. God bless you. 





A Reader Writes 


Dear Combermere Family: 
I am enclosing a check for 
$10.00 to cover some of your 
project “Monotony Menu,” 
but as those things often 
turn out, it wasn’t monoton- 
ous at all. It was such an 
interesting tussle between 
my Guardian Angel, and the 
little imps from the nether 
regions, that you have no 
idea how enthralling the 
whole business was. It was 
so successful, from my point 
of view, that-I think that for 
at least three weeks out of 
each month I can continue 
it, and therefore raise more 
money for the things that 
really count, like Comber- 
mere. You have no idea how 
seriously my Guardian Ang- 
el took the statement that I 
was going on this “Monoton 
Diet” with your “kids.” Just 
last Thursday about eleven 
in the morning when the 
first twinges of hunger ac- 
quainted me with -the fact 
that lunch time would be 
around soon, one of the little 
imps landed square in front 
of me and suggested slyly 
that it would be nice to send 
down stairs to the restaurant 
and get something different 
for my lunch. He whispered 
that a cheese sandwich was- 
n’t very interesting, and any- 
way, the next day being 
Friday I would have to have 
cheese, or some such, for my 
lunch that day. While I was 
thinking that this was a 
most sensible suggestion, 
and that I could leave my 
cheese on pumpernickel in 
the refrigerator until the 
next day, my Guardian Ang- 
el landed somewhere in the 
vicinity of my right shoulder 
and said, “Oh No, You Don’t! 
The “kids” aren’t sending 
out for something different, 
and you aren’t either.” He 
impaled the imp with a 


glance that sent said imp 








staggering off in a southerly 





direction, and gave me an 
admonitory pat on the cheek 
as he retired to where he 
could keep an eye on me, and 
the imps. On my way home, 
there is a bakery which sells 
most delectable pastries. Sev- 
eral times when passing by, 
such items as lemon tarts, 
individual pies, and almond 
cookies would meet my eye. 
Instinctively I would start in 
to buy some for my dinner. 
Just as I would get my foot 
practically in the door, there 
would be a soft whoosh of 
wings, and I would hear the 
dear familiar voice, saying, 
“Uh Uh, No No! The ‘kids’ 
are not going to have lemon 
tarts for dinner. They are 
going to have fruit, and you 
are going to have good old 
apple sauce, and as your 
darling Irish mother used to 
say ‘I hope you never have 


Y | worse’.’”’ So, all that was left 


to me was to get myself out 
of there very quickly and go 
home to what turned out to 
be a very enjoyable meal, 
even without the pastries. I 
must express my apprecia- 
tion. If you hadn’t printed 
that article in Restoration 
about the way the kids were 
attempting to solve the fin- 
ancial situation up there, I 
would never have been 
bright enough to tap that 
source for myself. You will 


Share in the graces we may 
garner for ourselves by using 
that method year after year. 

—L.L. 
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Sorrow Becomes Joyful 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Sorrow was born of a man 
and woman, when, turning 
their faces away from the 
gates of Paradise, which had 
been closed to them by the 
Almighty, they made their 
way slowly into the grayness 
of the immense and lonely 
earth. Sorrow walked with 
them. 

Old Lady Sorrow! 

Sorrow did not remember 
her birthday. She thought 
she always had been here on 
our earth. She did not real- 
ize her age either. For she 
never changed. She was 
slender, and not very tall. 
She never hurried, always 
moved slowly, as if she were 
dead tired. 

She had strange, chang- 
ing, deep violet eyes, which 
had the power to pierce the 
hearts of those they looked 
at. She was graceful, in a 
quiet way. Her blue-black 
hair was beautifully cared 
for, and always held by 
ribbons that matched the 
color of her eyes. So did her 
strange flowing garments. 
They held violet hues no 
matter what kind of day it 
was, but blending somehow 
always better with the grays 
of twilight and the purples 
of night, than with sunny 
days. ; 

Lady Sorrow was definitely 
a person of moods. Now she 
would seek solitudes. Now 
multitudes. One thing was 
certain. Every man born of 
woman knew her slow, 
rhythmical step, and felt the 
strange heaviness that at 
times bowed people almost to 
the ground, or brought them 
to the very brink of despair. 
This had its source in her 

lance, that either just 
Frushed men lightly or ling- 
ered on their faces for what 
seemed to them forever. 
Sorrow Needs Company 

Now and then Lady Sor- 
row would attach herself 
specially to someone. A man. 
A woman. A youth. A maid- 
en, or some old person whose 
eyes were almost blind. It 
seemed that even those 
whose .eyes were TRULY 
BLIND could “see and feel” 
the effects of her steady gaze. 
Nothing, and noone, ever 
escaped her in the course of 
the journey from eternity to 
eternity. 

Often Sorrow wondered at 
the effect she had on people. 
And she felt very lonely for 
she knew she was not wel- 
come by any of them. As far 
back as she could remember, 
they did a thousand strange 
things to get rid of her. At 
times in her moments of soli- 
tude, she herself was beset 
by the memories of strange 
gods they prayed to, of in- 
cantations they kept up 
through many nights and 
days, of endless rituals they 
engaged in — all to get rid 
of her and the effects of her 
deeply shadowed violet eyes. 

Those were the moments 
when she would flee her 


very sensible. But when Lady 
Sorrow felt sorry for herself 
she could not act at all 
sensibly. 

Time, which to her had 
no meaning, marched in its 
serried ranks of years — 
whereever these ranks had to 
go. She was not curious about 
them. In fact as year after 
year passed by her she ceas- 
ed to notice their precise 
march. Yet at times she be- 
came restless. 

Sorrow Seeks Solace 


It was in one such restless 
day that she left her soli- 
tude in the desert and wend- 
ed her way slowly toward 
men and their abodes again. 


MAKE READY THE 


On the fringe of the desert 
she stopped, startled. For 
there was a Man being min- 
istered to by spirits. Beau- 
tiful translucent spirits. 
They hovered around about 
Him, lovingly, yet most rev- 
erently. 

Beholding the sight, Sor- 
row could not move. And an 
odd thing happened to her. 
She lowered her gaze and 
covered her eyes with her 
lids, heavily fringed with 
long dark lashes that cast a 
shadow on her thin cheeks. 
It seemed that, for the first 
time, she did not want to 
look into a Man’s eyes. 

He called to her. She thrill- 
ed at the sound of His voice. 
It seemed that the very 
essence of music was impris- 
oned in it — no, that it had 
its birth in Him. 

She hesitated a fraction of 
a second, and then shyly 
approached, eyes still down- 
cast. 

He was speaking again. 
And again the music of His 
voice envelopped her and 
lifted her up...up... into 
regions she never had known. 
This time He bade her look 
at Him. She did not want to; 
because, suddenly, she under- 
stood that her look brought 
sadness, pain, and darkness. 
And none of these did she 
want to give Him. 


She wished she could give 


tshe was born, and why. She 


already — for that was what 
was hidden in the music of 
His compelling voice. 

Sorrow Is Blessed 


She looked up. Their eyes 
met. His smiled, as if He had 
been waiting a long, long 
time for just this meeting, 
knew it would take place 
here and now, and was glad 
it had. 

Bewildered, unsure of her- 
self, Lady Sorrow just stood 
there unable to tear her gaze 
from His eyes. Afterwards 
she would never be able to 
tell anyone their color, for 
all she saw in them was 
glory. Glory the like of which 
she did not know existed on 
earth! 

He stretched His hand out 
and made her to sit down by 
His side. Obediently, like a 
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child, she complied. The 
translucent spirits formed a 
ring around about them, and, 
bowing their heads, softly 
chanted sweet adoring songs. 

He began to speak. She 
listened. No one except He 
and she and the angels ever 
heard what passed between 
them. It was night when 


day she became His shadow 
and followed Him wherever 
He went, leaving Him only 
to go to Mary, His mother. 

Then came the day He 
died! 

Just before He died, their 
eyes met, His from the 
height of the Cross, hers 
from below. 


Whatever His glance told 
her, she understood, and 
locked in her heart forever. 
But since that day, she is not 
the same Sorrow. She still 
walks the earth and abides 
with men, and through her 
glance still brings them 
loneliness, pain, and dark- 
ness. If they have courage, 
she leads them lovingly and 
gently into the Kingdom of 
peace — His infinite peace 
and joy which no one can 
take away from them. 


For now she knows when 


knows she was born to lead 
men through her paths to 
the Paradise that was lost 
to them, and was restored by 








Him laughter, joy, gladness! 





they parted. But from that|Ppr 


Resolution 
Renewed 


We renewed one of our 
New Year’s Resolutions. 

Have you sent us your 
used clothing? Have you 
sent us religious articles or 
books? Have you answered 
our begging letters with a 
donation of any kind? If you 
did, or if you helped us in 
any way, you are in that 
renewed New Year’s Resolu- 
tion. 
- That resolution is simply 
this: that daily our entire 
group will include you in 
their prayers, and that each 
month you will be included 
in the Mass that is said in 
our Chapel for “all the bene- 
factors of Madonna House.” 
Happy New Year! 








Pope Blesses 
Supporters of 
Catholic Press 


His Holiness Pope Pius XII 
has sent his Apostolic Bless- 
ing to zil those who work for 
and support the Catholic 
ess. 

In an autographed letter 
to.Coadjutor Bishop Thomas 
K. Gorman, of Dallas-Fort 
Worth, Episcopal Chairman 
of the Press Welfare Confer- 
ence, His Holiness says that, 


by their “intelligent inter- 
est,” those who support the 
Catholic Press “come to live 
more fully the Christian life 
in conformity with the mind 
of the Church.” 

Addressing “Our Venerable 
Brother, Thomas Gorman,” 
Pope Pius writes: 

“Gladly do We impart from 
Our heart the implored 
Apostolic Blessing, both to 
the priests, religious and lay- 
men who devote themselves 
so self-sacrificingly to this 
apostolate, and to all Catho- 
lics who by their support 
make possible its continu- 
ance and by their intelligent 
interest come to live more 
fully the Christian life in 
conformity with the mind of 





THE MISSION MADONNA 


A sensationally beautiful 
picture of the Blessed Virgin, 
holding the Child in her 
arms, blesses the cover of the 
December issue of the Chris- 
tian Family Magazine, issued 
by the S.V.D. Fathers at 
Techny, Ill. It is a Chinese 
masterpiece, ‘“‘The Madonna 
of the Missions,” painted by 
John Lu Hung-Nien, a re- 
cent convert. Every Catholic 
should have this lovely Chin- 
ese Mother and Son — who 
are so hated in the painter’s 
native land. If you would 
like a prayer-book size copy, 
the magazine states, it will 
be happy to send you one “for 
the asking.” Send a note 
addressed to “Chinese Ma- 
donna, Techny, Ill.” (I cut 
the picture out of the cover 
and intend to have it fram- 
ed.) 
And speaking of the Ma- 
donna of the Missions, here 
are seven missionaries, each 
fighting in a definite way, 
against not only the Chinese 
and Russian Communists, 
but all other agents of the 
devil. They are in terrible 
need. How the Madonna of 
the Missions will appreciate 
anything you do for them! 
And her Son — Well, here’s 
the list: 

Sister M. Augustine O.P., 
Colegio de Fatima, Box 1129, 
Quito; Ecuador. 

Fr. U. Bordin S.D.B., 112 
Commissioner Rd., P.O. Box 
1808, Rangoon, Burma. 

Fr. Victor Margot, Kator- 
ikku Shingakko, Nishi-Ku, 
Awabori dori, 4 chome, 2 
banchi, Osaka-shi, Japan. 
Fr. H. Tuena, Don Bosco 
Orphanage, Vellore, N. Arcot, 
S. India. 

Fr. Francis Xavier, Catho- 
lic Priest, Binghia, P. O. 
Mandla, (M.P.) India. 

Fr. Peter Tonello, S.D.B., 
St. John Bosco shrine, Cher- 
rapunji P.O., Assam, India. 
Fr. C. H. Keyte, S.DB., 
Salesian College, Battersea, 
London, S.W. II. 

Even a ge Fpee in His 
name will bring you bless- 
ings. 


DIALOGUE—To a Pieta— 


for Eddie Doherty 











They have put wood on your 
Bread, 

My Mother; they 

Have heaved the sordid beams 

Across His back. 

How can you watch as 

Tranquil as a cloud, 

The while they drive 

Four nails and seven blades 

Into your flesh? 


They have put gall into your 

My Queen. Hos ome 
Can you listen when He 

Begs for drink Who 

Milked you in the virgin shelter 
Of your arms? 


They have put death into your 
© Woman! 

Now that He ies on’? 7% 
Fong as despair upon your 


Who slept as flush as ho 
Against your bosom ?— 
They have put my Seed into the 
ground. 

“In all my agony 








Him whom Angels served in 


“They have put promise.” 
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